ThcTragedie. 

Haft. His Grace lookcs cheerfully andfmooth todar, 
Thcres feme conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

/thinkc there is neueraman inChriftendome, 

That can Idler hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ft raight fliall you know his heart. 

Dor. Whatofhis heart prcceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day l 

Haft. Mary , that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were , he would haue (hewen it in his face. 

Day . |V Pray God he be not , /fay. 

Enter Glofttr . 

Glo. / pray you all, what do they deferuc 
That do confpire my death with diucilifh plots, 

Of damned witchcraf t , and that haue preuaild 
Fpon my bodic withtheir hellifh charmes .? 

Haft. The tender loue /beare your Grace my Lord, 

M ikes memoft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeucr they be : 

I fay my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this ill, 

See how /am bewitcht , behold mine armc 
Is like a blalted fapling withered vp, 

Z'nis is that Edwards wife, that monflrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot (trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Hifl. /( they haue done this thing raygratious Lord. 

G!o. /f,thouprote<ffcrofthis damned ftrumpet, . 

Tel ft thou me of iffes ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will notdmc today /fweare, 

Thtill / fee the fame , fome fee it done : 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt ,mnet 

&*• wo for England, not a whit for me : Ca.with Haft. 

For / too fond might haue preuentedthis : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 

But / difdaind it, and didfeorneto flie, 

Three times to day my footecloth horfc did ftumble, 

And ftartled when he looke vpon the Tower, 
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», loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe. 
nh now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuanr, 

As were triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were burchcrd, 

Andl my fclfc ft cure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heautecurfe 
, s | l2 h t cd on poore Hillings wretched head. 

Lr. Difpwch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a Ihort fliriff.hc longs to fee your head. 

o momentary date of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen : 

^ho builds his hopes in airc of your fatre lookcs, 

Lines like a drunken Say ler on a mart, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the dec pe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They ftnile at me, that ihortly (ball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofieremd Buckingham in Armour. 

Glo. Come cofcn, canft thou quake & change tny colour 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and flop againe, 

Aiifthou wcrtdiflraughtand mad with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookcs 
Areatmy feruicelike inforccd (miles, 

And both arc readic in their offices 

Tograce my ftratagems. Enter Mater. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Bue. Lctmealonctocntertainc him. LordMaioik 
Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Bue, The reafon wc haue (cut for you. j 

Glo, Catcsby ouerlooke the wallcs. 

Buc. Harke,I hearcadrumrae. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here arc enemies^ 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catcsby. 
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